LIFE  IN THE CARAVAN
contemporaries, for their ways had ceased to be my ways.
In London I had thought that Peter was in revolt against
town life. Now I saw him impatient to get back to it and I
wondered whether he had only been indulging in a well-bred
affectation. Yet how was I to know whether he was being
sincere now or merely paradoxical, or trying to mystify me?
Only his own compatriots, I thought, would be able to
resolve these riddles. What is certain, however, is that Peter
seemed to be less afraid of finishing up in the depths of an
Urumchi prison than of getting home too late to shoot grouse
in Scotland. We were about to cross one of the most magnifi-
cent hunting grounds in the world. Yet the fact that
Tibetan yaks and wild asses, ibexes and markhors of the
Hindu Kush were within range would not change his mood.
A surprising companion! Or was it only that he wanted to
accomplish the unique exploit of shooting, in the same year,
"tur" in the Caucasus, duck in Shanghai, antelopes in the
Koko Nor and deer in Scotland?
Though we went at a walk, Slalom would gradually reach
the head of the column—which was a mile and more in
length. An old woman led the file. She rode a slow, shaggy
pony and looked like a circus clown in her pointed hat. Her
tousled hair hid the wrinkles on her tanned face. In her hand
she held a thin horsehair rope, of which the other end was
attached to the nose of the first camel, so that he could be
led. He was the only camel that had a bell. It hung round
his neck and had a dull sound. When the old woman felt
cold she dismounted, and, stiff with rheumatism, walked like
an automaton, dragging her heavy, down-at-heel boots over
the frozen ground. Her huge cloak dragged along the ground
also. A tinder-box swung from her belt. The steady, im-
placable walk of the old Norn fascinated one, produced an
impression of inevitable destiny.
Behind every tenth camel or so came a Mongol driver.
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